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The CHURCH | 


Too Hard for the 
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F ev'ry Realm how hard's the Fate, 
Where Feuds ariſe 'twixt Church and 
- | State, 
Where both Sides diff' rent Int'reſts boaſt; 
And ſtrive to plague each other moſt? 
The One the Prie/thood's Palm arraigns, 
For itching after monſtrous Gains, 
* Tho” ne'er fo much indulg'd with Pow'r, 
For graſping greedily at more; 
As one who feels a Fever's Fires, 
The more he drinks, the more requires. 
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© The next Attack is for-their Pride, 


© 'Ttat they look'd don on all beſide ; « 


« Chuſe rather preſent worldly Treats, 

Than Bliſs 2 Sweets; 

That they give Laws to cred'lous Elves, 

© They're ſure to follow leaſt, Themſelves, 

Then, from the Civil: Pow'r, deny, 

© That they their Functiotis do enjoy, 

© Their CALL from Thence diſown with 
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© And boaſt ONE of their own Creation, 

« Strive to ſhake off ſuch ſhameſul Fetters, 

Nor deign to own, on Earth, their Betters; 

Theſe Things, and many more at large, 

Their Foes lay ſtoutly to their Charge; 

Who, on their Part, bur ſeldom fail 

With equal Virulence to rail, - 

And inas keen and balda Way 

The Lazmen's Compliments repay 

Upon them ſtrait vindictive fall, 

For Principles Reretical; 

« Againſt Religion for combining, 

And with the rankeſt Atheiſts joining ; 

(For who the Cloth with Scorn purſue, 

Moſt ſure revile their MAKER too.) * 
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Then wretched, as hþfore I ſaidl. 
The Land, where ſars le Theſe are made, 
Since Rage at ſuch an Height, of Courſe, 
Produces quickly ſomehing worſe; 5 
Revenge puts on her blackeſt Hue; 
And what one Side's Revenge will do, 
What Miſchief act, let Gallia tell; 
When her 4th glorious HENRT fell, 
In all his lawrell'd Strength of Age, 
By a young Jeſait Pupil's Rage. 
What other Realms have mourn'd the Fat 
And Curſe of this inteſtine Hate, £ 
Till here be uſeleſs to relate. 
But let it chearfully ſuffice | 
To thoſe who England's Glory prize, 
Till late, few Inſtances we've ſeen, 
(Well, if this late one ne'er had been) 
When ſuch fell Diſcords have aroſe, 
To ſet the Church and State at Blows. 


For his great Service to the Crown, 
And his unſpotted, large Renown, _. 
'Tis true Duke Haumphry nam'd the Good, 
By his Charch-'Brother loſt his Blood; 
The C:rainal's remorſeleſs Hate, 


Of it's Protector robb'd the State. 
And 
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And in our bold 8th HARRT's Reign, 
When Buckingham rais d Woolſey's Spleen, 
The haughty Prelate, whoſe ſwol'n Breaſt 
All Rome's worſt Principles poſſeſt, 
His vow'd Reſentment ne'er gave Oer, 
Till his great Foe by th'Head was lower. 
But theſe are Crimes of Days long paſt, 
And half into Oblivion caſt, 
Acted in Seaſons, when a C 
Was made a gainful Trade indeed, 
When Pape! Pow'r bore fierce Command, 
And glution Priefts O er- ſwarm'd the Land. 
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But ſince theſe Rapines did provoke 
A glorious Reformation (troke, 0 
And freeborn Minds ha ve loos'd their Toke; V.. 
Since, from a generous Compaſſion 
To its Lay. Subjects in the Nation, 


The CROWN has wiſely interpos'd, 


And this Hrannic Empire clos'd, 


| Set Bounds the Prieſthood to reſtrain, 


(Allowing yet a decent Gain ;) 


Since better DoQrines have took Place, 


And Piieſts ſhould have leſs Pride, than 
So (Grace; 

What honeſt Tongue but grieves to tell 

The late Diſaſter that befel A 
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A certain Kyigzht of high . 
From the Lacs Lord 00 — — SEE? 
Who mourns not 'to behold the Tye, 
Which with fo ſtrict an Harmony 
Has, on each dang'rous doubtful Time, 
| Subſiſted *tween the B th and Him, 
| Diſſolv'd without a ſhew of Reaſon, 
At this moſt neceſſary Sgaſon *? 
To ſee, that Checks to PY H Pow'r 
Continue ſtill a Doſe too ſour, 
And, that they (till retain their Hate 
To their old Enemy, the State. 


What — could provoke thy Rage 

At ſuch a Juncture to engage, 

+ With Him, who 1s thy Country's Friend, 
And bids Irs Al on Him depend? | 
Who from the S—#n—te was returning, 
With all the Patriot Paſſions burning: 
VUngratetul ! Him to overthrow, | 
And uſe thy PAT RO Nas thy FOE. 


What did he to incur thy Ire, 
And ſet thy pious Breaſt on Fire ? 
Did He, in Time of Need, withold | 
Advancement begg'd, or promis'd Go 1 4 
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Did He, (to leave thee in the Lurch) 


Beſpeak thy Vote againſt the Church? 
Or aught elſe ask thee for to doe, 

Which you might fear you'd after rue? 
Shame then; to give thy Paſſion Rein, 
* And act Church Militant age in. 
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Leave to D'anverian Clubs the Arts 

| Of Harming Foes, by Coach or Carts : 
Hao will 7bg triumph, whey they ite 

| Their Wiſh accomplith'd halt by TAEE ? 
| Whomthe Church wounds, AY Il Sport. 
1 | Prognoſtick ſure ' He falls dur Prop. | 
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